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crowded with coffins of generations of Borneo
aborigines-----"
Mr Templeton put down his spoon with an air of
decision.
" I think we might have on the fish, if you'll allow
me to make the suggestion, M'Whizzle," he said in
an irritated voice.
M'Whizzle clapped his hands.
" My guests are always masters of my household,"
he murmured, making an obeisance with the dignity
of an Asiatic potentate. "The mention of Borneo
reminds me of that man Podd. I told him to wait
for me. He must have been waiting hours."
" Waiting since you sent him here this afternoon? "
Maud exclaimed, indignantly. "That's too slack of
you!"
"He won't mind waiting," commented Mr Templeton.
"An Asiatic characteristic," M'Whizzle told her,
laughing. "To sit still and wait is no hardship to
the oriental. But, nevertheless, I think 111 send for
him. I have your permission?"
He looked round and, receiving mute assent,
clapped his hands again.
" If you can't come quicker when I give you the
signal," he said, when the 'boy' tardily appeared,
" I shall have to give you a month's notice."
The Chinaman regarded him impassively.
"When the Tuan smacks his hands," he replied,
"we in the kitchen are uncertain whether he is in
the act of killing a mosquito or is in need of assist-
ance. If the Tuan would, instead, shout ' Hai, boy,
dash you, come here/ as he does in the absence of